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 Chapter I.
How I got there.


A few months previous to my quitting the land of snakes and alligators for good and aye, I found myself, one fine morning, seventy miles ‘up country«, standing on the top of the picturesque bank which beetled over Harris’s Landing, Dick’s Creek, Galveston County, Texas. The landing I allude to, is that at which all boats bound for Powhattan put up, and is situated on a bend of the river, about a quarter of a mile in a straight line from the nearest inhabited house. The stream, deep, muddy, and slow, is not twenty yards across, if it be as much. The landing is on the left-hand side as you go up the bayou, where there is a small gap in the wood, just enough to allow the path which leads to it to come down to the water’s edge. Everywhere else the river is picturesquely overhung by thick and lofty trees, and skirted by low bushes; the former being the oak, the sycamore, the elm, pine, cedar, and others too numerous to mention. Opposite to the landing-place is a ruined shingle hut, with huge mud chimney, which habitation had more than once served myself and companions as a camp during short hunting excursions; around it is a clearing of some acres in extent, dotted with stumps of felled trees, the portion of the trunk above the place where the axe had been applied being alone removed, The hut, somewhat large in its dimensions, had a mud floor, diversified by rivulets of water; it having been built half-way down the declivity of a hill, just in a place where it was sure to receive the advantage of all the water which might fall on the earth above it. On a recent occasion we had been compelled to spread the floor over with grass, dried before a huge fire, to render it possible for us to lie down at all without being two or three inches deep in mud.


 On the morning referred to above, my six-oared cutter lay at the landing, and, as I before remarked, a little before sunrise I appeared on the water’s edge, accompanied by my friend Mr. Baker, preparatory to a journey down the river, and across Galveston Bay, to the town of the same name. It was not long since I had come up with a party, who all, save Mr. Baker, had left me; they returned overland to Virginia Ferry, whence they were conveyed to our good brig, Archer. I remained behind, intending to spend a month in the rustic log hut which Capt. Tod had placed at my disposal. Anxious, however, about letters from England, for which I might in vain have waited a twelvemonth in this retired spot, where not a traveller passed more than twice a year, I had determined, after four days’ rare sport, to go down the bay, and again return to Capt. Tod, at as early an opportunity as possible. I had sought more company than Mr. Baker in vain—this was vexatious, since two hands in a heavy boat, in case of adverse wind, was no joke. The fact, too, was rendered more unpleasant, from this gentleman being not only unable to manage even a skiff, pulling a bad oar, not steering half a minute without veering from north to south; but, in addition to all this, entertaining so lively a distaste for aquatics, as even to be uneasy when floating down a narrow river. But to Galveston he had to go; there was his wife, to whom he was then married but three weeks; and Galveston being an island, with some twenty miles of open sea between us and it, sea was to be crossed: ergo, he had no choice. Not having decided to go down until the previous evening, we had neglected to make an oar in place of one which had been broken; one oar and one paddle, therefore, was all we had in our possession. This gave us no disquiet, as with the wind which now existed, we expected to sail the whole distance before evening, and accordingly took in but one day’s provisions. Our whole baggage consisted of our guns, pistols, powder horns, shot bags, a blanket a-piece, a tin case full of cold stew, and a few biscuits. The fact is, in these wild districts, where motion of all kinds is constantly kept up, where every hour is occupied in hunting, fishing, pulling in boats, or sailing, though the refection of the inner man be much thought of, yet are delicacies not even wished for;—to have enough is the great desideratum. Though never more hungry, or possessed of a more excellent appetite, eating was never less cared for, than upon these occasions.


 A few minutes being occupied in preparation, our craft was cast loose from its moorings; I seized the paddle, which required three strokes to the oar’s one, and we commenced our journey down the stream. Now though nothing can be conceived more picturesque, delightful, or pleasing to the eye than Dick’s Creek, with its dense belt of forest on either side,—here an opening, and there an opening—in certain places revealing gentle slopes and lawns, and glades of exquisite lovelines—nothing more disagreeable can be imagined than pulling down its waters without a third person to steer. The river turns, winds, and turns again in every direction. A reach of fifty yards presents itself; next minute you are rounding an abrupt corner, where once more you are compelled to wheel about. A quarter of an hour had not passed, ere I found that one oar was almost always at work alone, in consequence of the turnings; and also that to progress at all, it was necessary to unship the rudder, Before we had proceeded quite three miles, I began to feel somewhat fatigued and, luckily, here commenced a more open country: On the verge of the forest and the scattered timber, was situated the location of Mr. Farmer, where we in vain sought a companion desirous of visiting Galveston; hoisting our sails therefore—a light breeze whistling through the scanty timber, just enough to impel us along, we gradually left the forest behind us. Certainly had we been three, with a pair of good oars, I would not have consented to any such thing, as our progress was excessively slow, especially as in consequence of the sinuosities of the stream, we had every few minutes to jibe, or to haul aft the starboard or larboard sheets. I managed the helm and mainsail,—Mr. Baker, in a very awkward manner, the foresail and jib, we being schooner-rigged. Often, when close upon a wind, we found it impossible to round some projecting point, shave we it ever so closely, or even to sail along certain reaches. »Down jib and pole her,« was then the word. This occurred at every two or three hundred yards, until at length passing the »Maison Rock,« we issued upon that wider and more sailable part of the river which is skirted on both sides by level and boundless prairies. Never was sailing so delightful as in this place; the banks being sufficiently high to keep the wind from ruffling the water, were yet no prevention to its filling our sails, and that pretty strongly too. Accordingly, hugging the »weather bank«, we glided along under its lee rapidly and noiselessly, save when the sound of the cut-water made itself heard, severing the stream, as a puff more than ordinarily strong impelled us along with increased vigour. The sky was blue, though streaked with clouds; the wind southerly and light, except at intervals, when the puffs above mentioned would drive us along through the water, itself as smooth and unruffled as a mill-pond. On such occasions as these, it was my delight to sit at the helm, guiding my little bark and contemplating in silence the scene around. There is always a lively pleasure in steering a boat, but still more when the breeze is just enough to keep her sails asleep, as we sailors express it; that is, at their full tension, silent and motionless.


 The river widened as we advanced, and when about two hundred yards across, and about two miles from its mouth, turning in a southerly direction, a point suddenly presented itself, which I felt unable to weather on the tack on which we were sailing, as despite every effort we were falling on a lee shore. Going about, therefore, and standing for the opposite bank, we succeeded, after several efforts, in shaving the point and entering an even wider portion of the river. Here our progress becoming still more slow, accordingly I threw our anchor over board for a minute, and found that the tide was coming up, and we got along very little, though the wind had not decreased. In this place we shot a duck, but did not succeed in capturing it, a huge alligator making a dash at our victim and carrying him off.


 In about half an hour our progress having become scarcely perceptible, we entered Edward’s Bay, out of which it was impossible to sail without innumerable boards, as the wind blew directly in our teeth. This bay presents a curious appearance. Surrounded on all sides by the low and wide-spreading prairie, its beach is flat, and except where certain palmettoes rise near the mouth of Dick’s Creek, there is nothing to break the monotony of its shores, Opposite Dollar Point, Edward’s Point, a gently-sloping white shell beach, presents itself, and from thence to the first-mentioned place run a string of small islands, or rather shoals, Through these it is necessary to pass in order to gain the open bay of Galveston, stretching itself beyond like nothing save the open sea, not a glimpse of land being to be seen in that direction. When it is remembered that the bay is thirty miles deep, from twelve to sixteen wide, and surrounded by a country such as I have described, this will not be wondered at. Before evening quite drew in, we had eaten up all our provisions, though it was abundantly evident that even by proceeding all night we should not reach the desired haven until morning. But we were true Texans, and looked not to the morrow. Having patiently beat to windward until about nine o’clock, the tide all the while increasing and the wind decreasing in force, I managed, by poling Matilda a few hundred yards, to gain at length the open bay, where, however, the same obstacles presented themselves. My duties here became no sinecure; the low flat shore was invisible, and I was guided only by the wind, standing one hour on one tack and one hour on the other, at the mercy of every shift of the breeze. My friend Mr. Baker, too, went to sleep, completely overcome with fatigue, leaving me to put the craft about when necessary, which, considering the lightness of the wind, and that I had three sheets to manage, was a somewhat serious matter. Still I did not feel disposed to awake my comrade, whose laziness and want of energy I contented myself with inwardly anathematising. The moon luckily burst forth to keep me company after some delay, and my task became much easier. Perhaps never did I experience such strange and nameless emotions as at that hour. Alone, so to speak, upon the waters of that wild, almost unknown, and unfrequented bay, which Lafitte and his pirates yet tenanted in spirit, the same moon illumined me here as would have done so in the Palais Royal, the Tuileries, or Hyde Park: there, however, it shone on thousands,—here on one—I was alone—but I was happy in my solitude. Thought, that belts the world in the twinkling of an eye, was with me; myriads of stars, too, though the moon paled their fire, were gazing on me; but I was not then in Galveston Bay—I was where the moon shone perhaps less brightly, but where other lights beamed, more bright, more beautiful. My white sail, more white in the moon’s rays—my red and blue pennant—my ensign, which I had forgot to remove at night-fall, waving over my head, formed my whole immediate landscape, while the slow motion of the boat upon the restless bay, pitching nose under against the tide and wind, appeared like that of a craft moved by invisible powers.


 I soon discovered that we made no progress at all, in consequence of the lightness of the wind and the adverse tide, I losing on one tack what I gained on the other. This I was the more sure of in consequence of my watching a fire on the mainland, which I always retained on the starboard tack; still, however, I was loth to wake my companion and inform him of the actual state of affairs, lingering anxiously on the romantic and picturesque position in which I found myself placed. Moreover, I had promised to go on all night, the foolish fellow being anxious about his wife; and as I fully comprehended these feelings, I was considerate for a brother in misfortune. About one, however, my patience and good nature were both completely exhausted, and letting fly the sheets just as I ran into a little narrow and sheltered bight, I woke Baker, and told him to unfurl my sails and throw the anchor overboard, which he did, not, however, without grumbling, though he was perfectly convinced that we had lost rather than gained ground during his protracted slumbers. He did, however, urge me to try again, muttering something about Jane, etc. But I was no longer in an obliging mood; I was master here, and I peremptorily refused to proceed until the tide slackened, or the wind showed of a blowing humour. A gale or a squall would have made me gay, for in these parts I had learned not to stick at trifles. Satisfied with having informed him of my decision, I did not wait his answer, but wrapping myself in my blanket and stretching the mainsail over me, I lay down in the stern sheets and went to sleep hungry.


 About four I awoke. It was now light, and I found that we had run into a little and pretty bay below Dollar Point, one half mile from Edward’s Bay, having anchored in four feet water. The wind had not increased, but the tide had ceased to be against us; a certain freshness, too, in the morning air prepared me for a northerly change. Taking an oar, I began vigorously to pull, much to the dismay of my friend Mr. Baker, one of those jolly and ruddy-faced Englishmen who consider work before breakfast, especially, too, when there is none in prospect, as the very acme of madness, To beat to windward, however, with a very light breeze is ridiculous, since you make scarcely anything but lee way. No fear but that could we have sailed, I would have been the first to resign my oar; I am not so fond of pulling as to do so for amusement on an empty stomach. After exerting ourselves with unexampled patience and in utter silence until nearly two p.m., we found we had made about eight miles, my paddle and the heavy boat rendering our motion almost imperceptible. I accordingly determined to try what the sails would do, not before, however, I found my arms utterly incapable of further exertion. The breeze had slightly freshened, but blew from as adverse a quarter a sever. While setting sail we grounded on a flat, which the smoothness of the water concealed, but pushing off I once more reclined in the stern sheets, just as we caught a faint glimpse of the masts and spars of the shipping in Galveston Harbour. Pelican Island was directly between us and it, and many a weary tack was to be made ere we could hope finally to round that point. Mr. Baker, as soon as our canvass was spread, trimmed properly and the sheets belayed, protesting he was almost dead from fatigue and hunger, prepared to seek a nap.


 »Do you want to be drowned, Mr. Baker?«’ said I sternly, I was in no sweet humour.


 »No, captain; but what do you mean?«


 »Do you see yon black and threatening cloud in the nor’-west?« replied I, pointing at the same time to the horizon, where I showed him a cloud, black as ink, which cast a pitchy shade upon the whole atmosphere, and which, rising rapidly, was fast covering the whole face of the heavens. I then explained to him, that ere half an hour we should be attacked by a norther, as severe, violent, and dangerous, as he had ever seen. I further observed, perhaps maliciously, that we should then have our hands full, if, indeed, our boat survived the storm five minutes. These northers are violent and sudden tempests, which periodically visit this part of the world during the winter, causing much terror and alarm to those who at such a time are unlucky enough to be upon the face of the waters. I must say, I did not like my position, as I had seen too much of them not to be aware of the really perilous position in which we were placed. Mr. Baker made no answer whatever to my remark, being overcome, as I soon found out, by an inexplicable terror, which deprived him utterly of all presence of mind. He was physically and constitutionally timid to a degree when on the water, which was often productive of much personal inconvenience, as well as annoyance, to those who were his companions. Indeed, of all the persons I knew, Mr. Baker was the last whom I could have desired to be with me in my present predicament.


 We had made what I hoped was our last larboard tack, having gained sufficiently to windward to lie up, with our starboard tacks aboard, for the town, when, eight miles from Galveston, the storm struck us, just as our sails were shaking in the old breeze, while in the act of going about. Far was I from expecting such a gale as we now experienced. How it was that in one instant the boat was not swallowed up and we both drowned, I never could understand. As it was, the first puff laid us over, filling our boat with water, and another capsize being only prevented by my letting fly all the sheets, and putting the craft right before the wind.


 »Unspreet the sails—unship the mast—look alive, Mr. Baker«, cried, I, without daring to leave the helm one instant to render him any assistance.


 Mr. Baker was looking at his hat, which, some hundred yards off, rose and fell on the waves, and did not hear me.


 »Mr, Baker!«’ screamed I, in a voice which was heard above the roar of the gust, »unspreet the sails—unship the mast, and be —— to you!«


 Mr. Baker did as he was desired. There is a magic charm in a good sturdy anathema.


 »Mr. Baker«, added I, as loudly as before, as soon as he had stripped the boat of all sign of mast and sails, »the boat is sinking, bale her out.«


 A pall was near his hand, floating in the water, which rose to the thwarts. With an imploring, sad, despairing look, which I shall not easily forget, he took the pail and soon lightened our craft. She rose more buoyantly on the waves, and flew before the blast.


 »Mr. Baker,« said I, »while there is life there is hope.«


 He did not reply, but looked at the sky, at the water, and resumed his occupation.


 Truly there was enough in the scene to appal a heart such as his. Never did I witness so sudden a change in a landscape. Five minutes before, the sun had been shining brightly on and around our boat, gliding noiselessly through the smooth and untroubled waters, the heat at no lower a figure than 75 deg.; now, the sun was gone, the waves were at a height which threatened as they rose and fell, boiled and seathed, to swamp our fragile craft; the wind blew in fearful and fitful gusts, sometimes with a force which whitened the spray-dashed surface of the waters into foam; the cold was intense, and this I felt the more as the sou’-wester I had worn had taken French leave and departed. Habited entirely as for a summer day, the unusual and novel sensation of cold pierced to my very bones; but I scarcely noticed the weather, so intent was I upon my duty. Nothing can be considered more difficult than to guide a boat at such a time, without impelling force of sails or oars, through a raging sea. The angry waves struck her gunwale and bulwarks, now on one side, now on the other, rendering her course a series of acute angles. Then the water, combing up behind, and rushing after us madly and furiously, appeared at each instant about to swamp us. Had she not steered like a frigate, we had been lost. As it was, the utmost exertion of my arms could scarcely keep her right before the wind. It had her all its own; it tossed her, dashed her hither and thither as a boy puffs a feather in the air; it threw her on the topmost crest of a huge wave, it pitched her headlong into an abyss from which it seemed impossible she should ever rise; and yet she lived—she bore it all;


 “She walk’d the waters like a thing of life,
 And seem’d to dare the elements to strife.«


 The wind itself appeared quite at home. It was cold, it was freezing, it was wet—that bitter north breeze, blowing within a degree or so of the tropics. And presently, to add to our felicity, it began to rain, the wind increasing at the same time in violence—shrieking, howling, roaring, and lashing the waves to a still greater fury. What strange thoughts crowded upon me at that time, as, half sitting, half kneeling, my head bared to the wind, and the rain, and the cold, I gazed back, »o’er the wide waters of the dark blue sea«, at the peace, the tranquillity of home! I saw across the black waves a fireside, around which, at that moment, were congregated those thinking perhaps of me. Could they,know where I was at that instant, would they not be wondrous surprised? It was, however, but for a moment. I felt a grim smile cross my face, on which the rain was falling in torrents—darker ideas crowded to my soul. It was no wonder. The black canopy above—the haze around—the rain, which hid everything on earth from my view—the masts of the shipping, the houses of the wooden town, the low coast,—on the centre of the Atlantic I had known as much of anything living. Gradually the waves became longer, more hollow and forcible. I was in the deepest stream of the bay,—fifty feet of water was below me—I could not swim—a capsize was the likeliest thing in the world; I would rather have chosen Pere la Chaise or Highgate for a resting-place.


 »Bale out, Mr. Baker«, cried I to that individual, who, overcome by cold and terror, was lying down in the bottom of the boat up to his chin in salt water.


 »I can’t move«, was his reply.


 »Mr. Baker«, said I quietly, and yet at the top of my voice, »recollect you have a wife yonder. Do you wish to see her again?«


 The man rose slowly and baled away. I could not be angry with him. Perhaps I had followed his example, but I knew one instant from the helm was certain death; and yet even if duty and necessity had not employed me, I do not think I should have given way as he did. I experienced not one thought of fear, of terror. I was rather excited, proud—with my hand on the oaken tiller, I defied the force of the tempest. That little piece of wood was at that moment more to me than wealth, than life, than love; in a word, it was of more value than the whole world beside; on it my existence depended. I laughed at the storm. Do what it would, I was there to meet it. It raged, it blew, it hissed, it roared—I heeded it not. I took a strange unearthly pleasure in baffling its efforts. Now a huge wave would come up on the larboard side, driving me to the right almost into the trough of the sea. Quick as thought my helm was »hard a-starboard,« and back went the obedient machine into its place, forcing itself slowly through the water, and taking up its accustomed position. It could not catch me napping, no, not for one instant. I had tied a handkerchief round my head to keep off the rain a little; but as it deadened my sense of hearing, and I could not distinguish the sound of the rushing waves, I tore it off, and the next minute it was flying towards the Gulf of Mexico. I was not sure that I, too, was not bound thither also; all depended on the steadiness of the wind. Gradually, however, I forgot even the possibility of danger; I thought only of doing battle fiercely with the pitiless storm. Quasimodo bore not the gipsy to the sanctuary with a more anxious care than that with which I guided my Matilda into port.


 But a dark mass is right before me—it becomes each second more distinct-it as a thirty-ton wood boat, the General Roe, riding out at anchor. We were alongside in an instant. Then it was that I saw how rapidly we were moving. A loud hurrah from the boat's crew, who all knew me, had hardly reached my ears, when we had passed them. I waved my hand in reply, but spoke not. The boat was soon lost in the haze caused by the drizzling rain. Ten minutes more elapsed, we were in sight of the shipping, and bearing directly down for the good brig Archer, under whose lee I worked hard to get. The huge eighteen-gun brig was tossing like a cork upon the water. What wonder was it then that we were not quiet, when the man-of-war rose and fell, and fell and rose, tugging furiously at her two huge chain cables, moored with a swivel as she was, she appeared each instant going. Now she buried her stern to the ports in the sea, then her very keel was bare. I strove, I have said, to get under her lee, and I could have wished Mr. Baker and I to have been able to catch a rope to be drawn alongside, and then to have boarded her. I was not ten yards from her, my boat pitching and tossing more than ever, her bows going under, filling, almost sinking, but whatcared we? the haven was reached, we were comparatively in safety. »Archera-hoy!« cried I, at the top of my voice.


 There was not a soul on deck. The storm had driven the few that were on board below, the greater part were snugly distributed in various parts of the town; meanwhile we shot by the gallant ship, and next instant were foul of the prize schooner Atlantic’s hawse, which unceremoniously carried away my rudder. I did not take one instant for reflection, but leaping overboard in five feet water did my best to guide the boat to the land, and to prevent its upsetting. The sensation of cold as I leaped in was beyond all I could have imagined. In five minutes more Matilda was high and dry in the Customhouse yard, I and Baker standing two models for a couple of St. James's exquisites, or rather, perhaps, for Robert Macaire and Bertram; he in the costume of an English farmer some six years in use in Texas, without a hat, his short red hair matted and dripping with wet; I in an old cast-off naval uniform, which I appropriated to hunting excursions, a pair of hunting boots, my head bare, my long dark hair hanging over my shoulders—my face, my neck, my head bare; both of us froze up, and shivering as in an ague fit. We picked up our guns, pistols, and blankets. The boat we left to its fate.


 »I conclude, Capt'n, yer in a tarnation fix«, cried a voice from the Customhouse hall. It was Hurd the pilot standing by a-roaring stove. He didn’t ask me to warm myself. There is something supremely selfish in a Yankee; he calls it independence. I did’nt answer him, but looked round for the first shelter which might catch my eye. Humble or rich, low or lofty, the nearest was what I sought. Mr. Baker meanwhile disappeared, where I know not, I never saw him again. I believe he went to Shaw’s or the Tremont. In my costume, I didn’t relish the walk.



 Chapter II.
The Boarding-House.


 Running from M‘Kinney’s Wharf to the Strand, is one of the shortest streets in the good city of Galveston. On one side of it is a row of houses, on the other the Custom-house yard. The street itself is sand, just as it was at the creation of the world, or, at all events, just as it rose from the circumambient sea; human art has done nothing for it —it has put palings on one side, frame sheds on the other, and called it a street. To those who have never seen a primitive Yankee town, some brief account of the locality may not be uninteresting. Let it be premised that in 1837 there was not even a hut erect on the island—there are now a thousand houses. The first building which presents itself to your right hand as you leave the wharf is the warehouse of Messrs. M‘Kinney and Williams, before which you will generally perceive a most excellent fellow of the name of Hudson, marking cotton bales. A gap ensues, and then there is a second erection, the original appearance of which demands a few words. In front, as in all streets in Galveston, is a kind of wooden pavement on a level with the floor of the house, itself resting on piles. It was of one story, about a dozen feet high, with slanting roof. Three windows with large panes, and excellent cedar shutters, are surmounted by the inscription in large capitals: -


 Head-Quarters—George Raines.



 The walls are of plank, painted white. The inside is one large room, with a kind of closet in the corner. A counter running the whole length, two chairs, a stove, benches round the walls, complete the interior, save that the wainscoting is covered with the most grotesque, unique, and original figures of birds, beasts, fishes, and ships. Decanters, liqueur bottles, and glasses are ranged few and far between behind the counter. Such is one of the first grog-shops in town, kept by an ensign in the Galveston Guards. At New York he kept something else; but that is none of our business. Next to this is another grog-shop, kept by a lively Frenchman and a huge Englishwoman, his wife.


 Gating-House—Robert Mellor,


 follows next in the order of place, while the neat little store of Seeligson finishes the street, for his is the corner house abutting on the Strand. But Bob Mellor is not to be passed over thus slightingly. His too is a frame shed some ten feet long and fifteen feet deep, with before the door a heap of shells to keep in countenance the words written on the side of the door—»Oysters to order.” On the opposite side of the folding doors are suspended certain straps and blocks, blocks without sheaves and sheaves without blocks; what they are there for is more than their owner could tell, since for sale they cannot be, there is nobody to buy—nobody has any money now-a-days in Texas. Perhaps they serve the purpose of indicating that here for 3 dol. (about 15s.) sailors may be lodged and boarded, if not first-rate, at least tolerably well.


 If this be their meaning, truly it is somewhat hieroglyphic in its character. The house was, I have said, about ten feet wide; it was not more than a dozen feet high, to the top of the roof of the second chamber: of that anon. The inside was more homely than the »Head-quarters;« but it was by far more sociable, more comfortable, since its smallness showed less the bareness of the furniture. A counter here, too, runs across the room, facing the entrance; at the time I speak of, however, it ran up the side—but tempora mutantur. Behind this counter were numberless decanters, ranged on shelves. The lower shelf was chiefly spirits. There was a decanter of brandy, and a decanter of gin; a decanter of whisky, and a decanter of wine; and this twice over, since of each there were two. The whisky bottles were replenished from a cask beneath the counter. One of the old seedy customers who had long bills chalked up against them, replenished the others as they required it at the merchants. On the second shelf were bottles of beer—of such beer, sure none save Yankees could drink it. Above these were certain other,bottles with red, and pink, and white, and blue tints. They were sham liqueurs, and had stood the test of time as long as the house.


 Behind was a court, and in the court was the cook-house, the landlord’s and his family’s private ‘chamber, a single bedroom for rare visitors, i.e. for those who paid cash. This owned a sofa, three chairs, some pictures, books, a table, and sundry boxes and hampers, and barrels, which contained beer, flour, potatoes, onions, &c. in great profusion; between the cook-house and the dust=hole was the dining-room door. In the cook-house you could just stand upright, and that is all; it was graced by an American stove, which consumed a vast quantity of wood and sundry cooking utensils, sufficiently original in their character. Its cook was the curiosity of a Scotchman, with the beard of a man, but the voice and gesture of a woman.


 But, the system of the house, that was the most original part of the matter. Cash payments were almost unknown. The house was frequented chiefly by the boatmen who worked upon the Bay, at a rate of from 16 to 18 dollars per month, which, having earned, they came to spend it with Bob Mellor, and when not a »bitt,« nor a »picayune« remained, they returned to their occupation; or, if work was not to be found, remained with him, living upon credit, upon »tick.” In this manner, there were always loungers about the house lying about the benches, playing dominoes or yuca, for two or four liquors. The game finished, up they went to the bar, four glasses were put out before them, the decanters were handed down, each man helped himself, and the four glasses were put down to the loser in a certain little black book—full, alas! with defaulters. And then two friends would drop in, one to treat the other, and no one thought of saying »Here, Mellor, is a bitt;’’ but it was »Put it down.’’ Utter strangers have been known to come in, call for what they required, and when they had drunk, it was »Haven’t a red cent, old fellow, put it down to me.’’ And when they did pay, how often was it in cash? Much oftener, we opine, in kind. The boatmen rarely obtained more than half their wages in money; for the other half they received an order on some one who owed their employers money, or with whom their employers had credit. This they handed over to Mellor. If it was on a baker, he got bread; if on the butcher, he got meat; if on a merchant of dry goods, clothes for his children or wife. And then, sometimes, they would pay him in wood, perhaps he would get an order for ten cents of oak at the bank. Away went the industrious old fellow in a still older skiff and fetched the logs; they were, of course, necessary to cook his dinners, and he would as soon fetch them himself as have them brought. A hundred of oysters paid for any one meal, and a thousand would always be taken on account at nine shillings a thousand. With all these drawbacks, however, Mellor jogged on; a five, a ten, a twenty dollar bill came round once now and then, and the eating-house prospered; at all events, it appeared to do so. There were, it is true, certain boarders who kept down his profits, but then they had been there so long he could not turn them away, and besides he would then have no hope of being ever paid. Of these by and by.


 Richard Mellor, landlord of an eating-house, in the largest street of the largest town, in the littlest country in the world, was of Stockport, born doubtless of honest parents, by trade a weaver. During the first Chartist agitation he made himself too conspicuous and notorious, to be able henceforth to reside in peace in the locality, and accordingly made himself scarce, took ship for New Orleans, and landed in Texas. In the free and independent republic he could give utterance to his most secret thoughts in safety; no one quarrelled there with his opinions, that is, if he never said a word about slavery, never said a word in praise of England, never breathed a syllable derogatory to the high and lofty and sublime position of the United States amid the nations of the earth. These things excepted, he could abuse Sam Houston to his heart’s content, cry for the ballot, universal suffrage, save that it was scarcely worth while, they were customs of the locality. But removed from his native sphere old Bob retained but three ideas—his boarding-house, his bottle, and bell-ringing. In devotion to this cause he rivalled the Hunchback of Notre Dame. True there were no bells in Galveston to be rung, but when on this subject the old fellow was sublime, he crossed the Atlantic, and was ringing changes in Norwich peal in a second. Still the sound was necessary to him, and at every meal hour you would see him stoop down beneath the counter, take from thence an old tinkler with scarcely handle enough for his fingers to clutch, and advancing to the front of his dwelling, summon all those whom it might concern to their breakfast, dinner, or supper. He said he played a tune, and by saying so three times three hundred and sixty-five times in the year, his auditors became almost convinced of the truth of his assertion With all this he had more boarders than any other house, and Madame Soussaines, advised by her trustee, Mr. Oates, got an old cow bell out of opposition. It was no good, the old original tinkler retained his power. But then Bob Mellor loved his bottle, and loved it dearly, and when not in bodily fear of his better half, betook himself so vigorously thereto as generally to finish under the counter, on the floor, or on one of the benches. If he went not quite so far, his boarders paid for it. Woe be then to any defaulter who came in his way! Every unpaid picayune was thrown in his face, every week’s board down in the black book was raked up. Mellor waxed sometimes furious. Chests, tools, clothes, were all to be sold by auction. But, his person, that is yet to be described. Bob was a slight and rather tall man, with a thin gaunt visage, which had once been handsome, but Bob's peculiarity was his right leg. Some six years before, how he could not tell, he had lost the power of bending his right knee; the joint became stiff, the muscles contracted, and no stick was straighter or more incapable of bending than his leg. When he walked this gave him a most comic appearance, especially when parading before his door, summoning his retainers to matin, mid-day, or evening refection. And then his old broad-brimmed and crownless hat, his long green baize coat, patched and re-patched, his tight pantaloons, his mocassins. Bob Mellor was an original.


 Upon the afternoon which I have described above, I rushed into the eating-house in question, which I had often gazed at curiously in passing, shut the door behind me and called for a glass of brandy, at the saine time throwing my gun, pistols, sword, shot bags on the nearest bench. Save and except Bob Mellor, there was no one in the store. He was drunk, standing behind his counter, helping himself to a glass of gin.


 »It is cold, captain«, said he, »very cold. There!«


 I did not speak. I looked an answer, and asked if there were not a fire handy. The old fellow had laid his head on the counter and was half asleep. I drank my brandy and making for the back of the house, entered the kitchen, and was in another minute standing before a roaring fire. I wanted it, for } had now not a dry rag about me. There was not a soul stirring, I bolted the door, stripped and dried my clothes one by one. In half an hour I was again standing dressed, my habiliments no longer wringing wet, but not as they should have been; they clung to my skin. The cook now came and I go some cold beef, bread, and a pint of coffee; I had been twenty-four hours without eating, and I enjoyed my meal. This despatched, I adjourned to the bar-room. The wind had increased in fury, the rain was heavier than before, not a soul was to be seen in the streets. The ships in the harbour alone seemed alive, and they appeared as if about to come on shore. But there were no visitors yet in the grog shop. Old Mellor still snored on the counter, I looked through the window into the court, the cook was there opening oysters in the rain, and wind, and cold. The boarders were taking advantage of the temporary high tide to try and get off a schooner which was aground. I reclined on a bench near a ricketty stove which the cook had lit, and fell into a doze. When I again became conscious, the bell was ringing, the wind howling, the rain pouring, the bar room wa scrowded. They all went in to supper, and I followed. After a twenty-four hours’ fast, two meals within fifty minutes or so are not at all unreasonable. Ina second the table of the dining-room was surrounded; by whom, I did not then care to notice; all I knew was that they were quiet, polite, and orderly,—that they ate in silence, handed you anything you required, or asked for anything in a more civil, gentlemanly manner, than at many a table d’hôte of far greater pretensions.


 The board was plentifully supplied; at the upper end was a huge piece of roast beef; at the lower a boiled red fish, weighing not less than twenty pounds. A dish of soup, of boiled beef, of hash, of oyster stew, a plate of pumpkin pie, of rice-pudding, of pancakes, bread at discretion, — such was the fare three times a day spread before the lodgers; in the morning and evening there was coffee; at mid-day, water. That was-all the difference between dinner and breakfast, and dinner and supper. Not so bad for fifteen shillings a week, and that too not always paid. But of what was before us, how much had Mellor himself paid for? The oysters were collected by the landlord, and a defaulter; the pumpkin had been appropriated from a neighbouring garden, the fish Bill Ogilvy had caught, the pork which constituted the fond of the stew was from a stray pig which had come to a violent end that morning. One can afford to board cheap and give credit on such terms.


 Supper concluded, we adjourned to the bar-room. I lit a cigar, and leaning in a corner listened to the conversation, watched their movements, and soon became familiar with the names, occupations, and characters of all around me. There were two classes of customers this cold evening, the regular boarders, and those who had been driven from their ships and boats by the inclemency of the season. Nearest to me on the bench sat an old gentleman, in a long seedy brown coat, a small wrinkled phiz, a pair of very sore legs, and a stick. This same individual never went up to the bar to drink unless invited by others, never played cards unless his partner took the risk of loss wholly on himself; it was quite right it should be so — he had no credit for liquor, a black mark had been set opposite his name in the book. It was a wonder he got credit for board. His name was O'Hara; one year before he had been an opulent merchant of Chihuahua in Mexico; he speculated largely, came to Texas, lost all, fell sick, what ready money he had was spent in this house. He gave them all, his watch, his trinkets, these three months he had given them nought save promises. He wrote to the States for money, but received no answer. Ulcers in his legs concluded the list of his misfortunes, and he seemed as if fixed for life. Three months after, when I left Texas, he had heard nothing, and yet he hoped. Next to him was John Dazell, ship-keeper of the Zavala steam frigate — a Scotchman who could neither read nor write, who firmly believed that Great Britain was all Europe, and violently disputed the point—who had an indistinct notion that New Jersey was bounded by the Chinese wall, and yet told you, with a most knowing look, »he was about the oldest coon ever you tasted.»There was something animal, something greasy in his look, in his old whity-brown waistcoat, his long matted black hair, his unshorn chin and lip. He had been engineer on board the Zavala. He owed Mellor nine months’ board, and yet he walked up boldly to the bar, called loudly for a gin-sling, or brandy cock-tail, and then added, with an air of ready nonchalance, »That to my account.’’ But John Dazell had thirty dollars a month owing him by the Custom-house; they had never paid him yet, but then they might some day, and Bob Mellor lived in hope.


 The next individual was, as I soon found, the Paul Clifford of the house; he thought himself so, and others learned to think him so too. About five feet ten inches high, William Ogilvy was a model of manly strength and vigour. His bone and muscle were prodigious, and in his face, not handsome but striking, was an air of stern determination which awed the crowd. A bowie knife protruding from his right, a pistol from his left side, were not unfit accompaniments of his bitter and sarcastic smile, which, however became completely animal when one’s eyes rested on the chin. William Ogilvy was not one of those who lived on Bob Mellor’s credit and good nature. He was a ‘long-shore man was Bill Ogilvy, a fisherman was Bill Ogilvy, a stevedore was Bill Ogilvy, —in a word, he was anything by which he could earn a penny; and as he never worked for less than nine and sometimes twelve shillings a day, a few hours of employment sufficed to pay for his board, his lodging, his washing, his liquor. His work done, he dressed himself, entered the bar-room, played cards, sang, repeated whole volumes of the poetry of the first, the rarest, the most choice writers, or went and spent an evening with Baron Seafeldt, his old captain when »out west.” Bill Ogilvy had not always been a ‘long-shore man. Eight years before, in the college of Cincinnati, Ohio no student was merrier; in ball-rooms none danced more gaily, or was more popular; no party, no day of pleasure was complete if Bill Ogilvy was not there. The most lovely girl in town was his affianced bride. One unlucky night, in a street-brawl, a man was stabbed, and Ogilvy was missing: he was in ‘Texas in a fortnight. A year passed and still he was in Texas; the man he stabbed recovered, he wrote to ask forgiveness of his friends; the tidings came that malice had been at work, and represented him married in the new country; he flew to New Orleans on his way home; he there learned, that in a fit of pique his Alice had married another. He returned to Texas and became a soldier of fortune, a sailor, an officer in the navy, a ’long-shore man. His ambition was gone.


 The rest were all originals in their way, but it would be far beyond my allotted space to delineate them in this paper. Perhaps their conversation will somewhat elucidate their characters.


 »Now this ’ere norther is a tarnation hard case,« cried a tall young man, who was standing, warming his knees before the stove. »This morning I started with four thousand prime oysters for Houston, and here I am druv back again; my oysters ‘ll be spiled afore I can get it up. This ’ere’s the fourth time I’ve been sarved this way running. It is a caution if I don’t git up next time.«


 »What, are yeisters up at Houston, stranger?« said an old man in a marine’s great coat, and who sat eternally puffing away at an old pipe.


 »Four bitts a hundred, can’t get a cent more. It’s a pale gift after a hundred miles’ trip.«


 »Monstrous dear, I reckon, friend,’« observed the old man. »I went yais-ering last yer, but Lord I guess a man might sooner make a dollar at robbing a Texan church. Why I calculate I’m as coonish as another; but they were so plentiful last season, that I’m spiflicated if any one ’ud take ’em at a gift if you didn’t open ’em and pepper and vinegar thim.«


 »I believe you threw in bread and butter to an Englishman once«, said Ogilvy, glancing at me..


 »I guess it’s a rale truth. The milk-and-water Britisher turned up his nose at ’em; so for the honour of Texas, 1 gave him a loaf and some butter. Them English ain’t no account.«


 »You see«, observed Ogilvy, who evidently wished to open a conversation with me, ”Mr. Brown has no great opinion of your nation, Capt'n.«


 »I wear her uniform, Mr. Ogilvy, and for the present Texas is my country. England can well bear however to be abused. The braying of the ass harms not the lion.«


 The ci-devant student bit his lip. The allusion he perhaps thought might have a larger meaning, than as merely affecting Mr. Brown.


 »By the bye, Harris, what about this dead alligator?« inquired one of the loungers.


 »Listen, sir«, said Ogilvy, in a somewhat conciliatory tone; »the man who is about to speak is the greatest liar in Texas.«


 As I thought this somewhat extraordinary, I did listen.


 »Blown ashore—blown ashore!« replied the new-comer. He was a man


 »I reckon sich things ain’t agoing to be spied out every day«, replied Harris, a little red-haired man, with a vacant and stupid countenance. »Last Monday week as I kim down the Trinity, I seed something lying across the mouth, which I concluded to be a log. It was something mighty big, mighty black, and mighty long. Thinks I, that ’ere 'ud make a pretty tall periauga, and yet it’s fixed terrible awk’ard. The wind was but a cat’spaw, and I kim up slowly, my eye always on what I reckoned to be a snag. A first-rate pile fora wharf, thinks I. 1 kim closer; General Jackson squeeze me, but it warn’t a log at all, it wur an alligator. It’s a caution, if I didn’t give a jump. If my breeches hadn’t been of tow linen, they’d a burst.«


 »And pray how did you get over him, Harris?« inquired Ogilvy.


 »Slick! I jist made for his almighty head, then I goes about and runs for his tail. I measured him as wint along, and I conclude he warn’t far from seventy yards.«


 »A pretty extensive alligator«, observed Ogilvy.


 »You had better believe it. That ain't the best of it neither. I shot his tail, and down I comes to Galveston. Two days a’ter I goes ahead again for a v'ge to Liberty, when what should I leave behind me but my compass. I didn’t find out what an etarnal jackass 1 wur until I was a mile ahead, and then I couldn’t see my way back, it wur so mortal foggy. Jist at the very nick of time I takes a miff; d—— my heart, but I smelled the alligator.«


 »Thirty miles off!« ejaculated Ogilvy, gravely.


 »Just so. Well, I know’d the brute lay about nor’-west, that wur my course. So, do you see, I made use of him for my North Pole. As long as he lasts, I leaves my compass at home. Lord live you, he’ll stink so by and bye, you’d snuff him from here to New York. Well, and what difficulty ’ull any man find in navigatin’ this ’ere bay now? I don’t, and it’s God’struth I’ve told; so give us a glass of liquor.«


 »You are a monstrous liar!« exclaimed a personage rejoicing in the name of Henry Elfe.


 I had not yet noticed the man who now advanced to the stove. He was a Welchman, the son of a respectable surgeon—and what did he look like? With fiery red hair, which he boasted had been neither cut, washed, nor combed, for eighteen months; a coat, old and ragged; a pair of breeches perfectly indescribable, from their variety of material; feet which never owned shoes or stockings. Brick-top, or Red-haired Harry, as he was familiarly called, quite surprised me as I gazed upon him; and, though I was used to strange costumes and characters since my residence in Texas, he put the cap upon all of them. And this man knew Latin, a little Greek, wrote fluently, was passionately devoted to numismatics—God knows, he saw little of the practical in the science; and here, in Texas, he was a wood-cutter, a boatman, a man-of-war’s man. Emigration hath charms in prospective—this is the reality.


 »Mellor, Horsefly, and Co.!« exclaimed, outside the house, the most hoarse, the most unhuman voice I had ever heard; the frail door was pushed open, and a man rushed in.


 »Colonel Horsefly!« exclaimed the crowd. ”Whence are you?« whose natural height was not less than six feet; but of this stature he lost serval inches by a slovenly stoop. He had the biggest head, the biggest hands, the longest arms, I had ever observed on a human being; and, to complete his deformity, he had but on eye. Idiot he was not, though at times it was impossible to take him for anything else.


 »Mellor«, said he, in voice of thunder, »I am cold, I am wet; I want some whisky.«


 The landlord all this time had been leaning on the counter in a state of drunken stupor; his wife had been serving the various customers. To her the Colonel did not address himself; he knew himself too far in debt to obtain a glass of water from her charity. Her system was cash—her husband’s, credit. Mellor raised his head.


 »I want money«, said he, with the stolid gravity of a drunken man.


 »Arn’t got a copper cent«, replied Horsefly, in a deprecating tone.


 »Then thee can’t have any liquor, There! Begone! Get thee out of my sight.«


 »Mellor«, quietly responded the one-eyed sailor, »I'll bring you down fifteen cords of wood on account.


 »I want money«, hiccuped the landlord; »wilt thee take that for an answer? Be off, out of my house; let me never see thee again. Go! and I won’t ask you for your money. I’ll shut up my house. I feed you all. Bob Mellor does everything; but no one does anything for me. I'll shut up my house.«


 »Give me one glass,« interposed Horsefly. This was an epithet—his real name was Hoytt.


 »I'll see thee d——d first!« said the furious landlord, dashing his hat to the ground, throwing off his coat, and seizing in one hand a bran-new axe-handle, and in the other a huge horse-pistol. His gaunt figure, his sempeternal straight leg, his angry gestures, his arms brandishing wood and brass, were richly comic. The crowd stood between him and the Colonel.


 »There is no gratitude in man«, observed One-eye. »I have frequented his house these two years; spent in it all my earnings—I'll be eternally clinched in a vice if I ain’t; supplied him with wood all the time; and now, because I owe him a matter of sixteen dollars, I can’t get so much as a switchel flip. Old woman!«’ screamed he to the landlady, who was deaf since the birth of her youngest child, »‘I want a glass of gin.«


 »I want money,« replied Mrs. Mellor, coldly.


 »Will thee get out of my house, thee lazy, good-for-nothing vagabond?« cried the landlord, waving his arms in the air, and striving to get a blow with the axe-handle at the tall man’s head.


 »Give me a glass of gin,’ cried Horsefly, throwing down a picayune—a silver coin of the value of six and a quarter cents,


 The landlady handed down the decanter, and placed it before the sailor, in company with a glass.


 »Thee touch it if thee dare!« shrieked Mellor, whose fury had reached that height at which he no longer valued aught save the feeling of being master in his own house. He took down the whisky bottle, filled a bumper, and drank it off. While doing this, the Colonel, unperceived by him, helped himself to his three-pennyworth, and slunk into a corner. All this time I had not moved, but, having lit a second cigar, sat quietly in my corner, listening to the storm within and the storm without—the latter, as yet, had the best of it.


 Cards and dominoes were now the order of the day; tables were drawn out; one party threw before them the white and black pieces of ivory, another made up themselves a rubber of whist, a third of yucca. New arrivals added to the tumult of voices. The raging storm drove every one from the boats to the grog-shops. Presently a heavy fall roused universal attention. It was old Mellor, dead drunk, who had fallen from the counter. Ogilvy and his three associates rose from the whist-table, carried the landlord to bed, and returned to their game.


 »I’ll be tam’d if dat’s fair play! I put down de left bower, and den you have him. I won’t stand de liquor—I be tam’d if I do, I guess. I von’t be fooled dat vay.«


 It was a little hasty Swedish sailor, who conceived himself cheated at yucca. His partner assured him he was mistaken; it was in vain. He threw down his cards and would play no more.


 »Four by honours, two by cards,»said Ogilvy, marking six strokes on the table with a lump of chalk.


 »Diamonds again«, cried his opponent, Bill Taylor. »I conclude you mean to stick at that all night.«


 »Double-six«, muttered John Dazell; can’t you come it? Six-five.«


 »Five-four«, answered his opponent. They were playing off. »Four-two—domino!« replied the Scotsman, rising, and advancing towards the bar. »Four glasses, Mrs. Mellor, for Mr. Davis.«


 Davis was in cash. The good landlady smiled, and hastened to put down the tumblers, the decanters, and to change a dollar note. It was a Texan Exchequer-bill, at fifty per cent. discount; the liquor was a quarter of a dollar, she returned another quarter. Now, as at the Custom-house for this paper she was allowed eighty cents when paying dues, as the glasses were each worth about a penny at the most, the profit was somewhat of the largest. The credit system was explaining itself. The man with cash made up for half-a-dozen without.


 The same scene, with slight variation, continued until about eleven, when a general move took place, at a signal from Mrs. Mellor. I was glad of it; for rather than, in my fancy costume, face the storm in search of my friends and brothers of the good brig Archer, I had determined to pass the night in my present abode. Ogilvy lit a lamp, put it inside Mellor’s old hat to guard it from the wind, and placed his hand upon the latch. I rose and prepared to follow him. Mrs. Mellor offered me the best bed-room; but as, for that purpose, she must have turned out either Mr. Davis, a young Georgian on his way home, or an Englishman on his way up country, I declined the honour.


 »My mattress will accommodate two, Captain,« said Ogilvy politely, »and this is no night to be nice about trifles. You have been in Texas long enough, I conclude, to know what it is—rough and hard; in a word, the jumping-off place. In the destruction of the world, so much talked about just now, it is generally believed Texas will be spared.«


 I smiled, bowed, and followed my new friend. Entering the court, and holding the lamp cautiously, he began to ascend a ladder posted almost perpendicularly against the wall. It was, indeed, no night to be nice: the wind blew fearfully, the cold was intense in the extreme. I hurried after the ex-student, and pushing through a narrow apperture in the planked roof, found myself in the bed-room of the Yankee Boarding-house. Imagine, ye who, lounging on an elegant sopha in a club-house, hotel, or noble mansion, cast your eye carelessly over these pages—imagine, I say, a hay-loft, in which to stand upright was impossible, the length three times that of a man, the breadth twice; on the bare planks one or two thin mattresses, quilts, and blankets; and you have the whole description of the sleeping-apartment of the boarding-house. O’Hara, Dazell, Ogilvy, Horsefly —these were my comrades. I hesitated. At that instant a blast of wind, which appeared about to carry away the roof, shook the whole building, and I lay down on the proffered mattress, wrapped myself in a blanket and quilt, and resigned myself to slumber. I had taken off neither watchcoat nor boots. In this I was wise, since every rag of clothes was needed that night, so pitiless, so windy, so cold was it. It was an hour before I went to sleep; at length, however, fatigue overcame me, and I was no longer conscious.


 When I awoke next morning, the sun was shining brightly in at the little window, and I was alone. I arose, looked out; the morning was lovely in the extreme. Not a breath of wind ruffled the waters of the bay. Nature seemed asleep. There was something else as still on the beach; it was a man, who had been frozen to death ere he could gain shelter!


 I descended, breakfasted, and, having sent for my clothes, dressed myself; and walking up to the Tremont Hotel, found there my friends, Lieuts. Mow and Arcambal, who had seen my boat ashore that morning, and concluded me drowned. As, however, I was not, we called for a bottle of champagne, and over it [recounted my adventures. Our allowance imbibed, we strolled down to the wharf; a boat came ashore for us, and we were pulled aboard.


  


 -THE END-
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